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its old home, and              a sound roof above the blessed
altar there — w> strong sometimes is beauty's weakness. And Mrs. Kean, what a Catherine she was! Surely nothing eould have been taken from the part, nothing added to it, without marring its perfection. In the earlier acts one aeemed to eateh a glimpse of that Ellen Tree who hat! l>een a beauty as well as a popular actress when Charles Kean had come ^a-wooing. Her clear, strong features, her stately ^hearing were beautifully suited to the part of Quwn CVjI/iiTiiir. Her performance of the court           was a liberal education for any young actress.
Her            dignity, her pride, her passion of hatred for
Wol&fy held in strong leash, yet now and again springing lip fiercely. Her address to the King was a delight to the car,            while it moved one to the heart, and
through the deep humility of her speech one saw, as through a veil, the                     pride of the Spanish prin-
who knew herself the daughter of a king, if she not the wife to one.   With most pathetic dignity *hc           her              beginning:
** Sir, 1           you do me right and justice;"
self-control, until she came to the
:
»•   ,^«. Sir* rail to mind Thttf I         been your wife in this obedience Upward 01                     and»------"
voi«'t* faltered, tlit? words trembled on her lips:
••, .„ ,« have txscn blest
WIili         children by you/*
In tint                      one remembered with a pang that
ill                                  in infancy, save only the Prin-
Then, controlling her emotion and lifting her
she         on to the challenge — if aught could